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I hurried over to the Magistrate to acquaint him with
the success of my diplomacy, and carefully explained to
him the procedure prescribed, the hat-lifting, &c., to all
of which he promised rigidly to conform. And I went
to rest well content with myself for having carried suc-
cessfully through so difficult a diplomatic negotiation.
The next morning, on my return from my ride, I saw Mr

C------ awaiting me at his gate, full of grateful thanks, I

supposed, for my action. To my surprise, however, he was
in the worst of humours, and commenced to complain of my
having "landed him in a hole," as he expressed it. "-You
told me/' he said, " old Power had promised to make it up,
if I met him near the club, bowed, and wished him good
morning. I duly met him, and did exactly what you told me
had been agreed upon. But Power, instead of lifting his
hat, and accepting my hand, stared angrily at me, and, turn-
ing on his heel, walked off." I was quite unable to guess the
cause of the unlucky contretemps^ and at breakfast begged
my host to explain where the negotiations had failed. " It
was no fault of yours, my young friend," he said, "or of

mine, indeed, but entirely the fault of that fellow C------.    I

went out this morning with the full intention of carrying out
the arrangement in every detail. But when I met the fellow,
confound him, he had on a green waistcoat! and how could I
possibly shake hands with a man with a green waistcoat ? "
And I, thoroughly realising the acuteness of the situation,
could find no ready reply or excuse. I found on inquiry, too,
that Power's account of the contretemps was substantially

accurate.     C-----, that   cold - weather   morning, in   view,

perhaps, of adding dignity to the occasion, had put on a
new green waistcoat, just received from home. And it was
the hue of this vestment which had proved all too much
for old Power's aesthetic feelings. Green as a colour was
not then as fashionable for men's wear as it is to-day, and
although I did not go so far as my friend, I was not without
some sympathy with him In his views, I left the station
next day, and was sorry later to learn that the war